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QUINCY CARDS.

The following s & Tist of First—clasw Quin:
¢y Bosiness Houses and representative mea,
We von.ld;ﬂ:'::f Qﬂ(;::.lm of ﬂot:ﬁ of our

trons who m—.;.ug coun.
r:; march 1o this diat. ]mrﬁ.l Care
was taken to have first.class, respousible
men on the Het,

(3. PERNHEIMER & BROS,
LARGEST AND FINEST
DRY GOODS HOUSE,
IN QUINCY,

lavite you to

CALL WHEN IN THE CITY

—ARD—

SATINS,
SATIN FOULARDS,
SUMMER SILKS,
CASHMERES

In Mack and colors. Dress Goods, Tostery, Gloves
"arasots, Houscheeplug goods, e le. , €te.,

OUrders by Mail Promptly Filled. Sam-
ples Sent on Application,
FIRST CLASS
DRESS MAKING DEPARTMENT
In conccilon with the House,
WEDDING TROSSEAUS
A SPECIALTY
(G BERNHEIMER & BROS,
STRICTLY ONE PRICE HOUSE
jo7--go9--Hamsuirg, St.
~_ Quiney, Iuis.

J STERNS & SONS,

WHOLESALE CLOTHIERS,
4055 Hinmpahlire street,

QUINCY, ILLINOIS,

gin, Broadway. NEW YORK,
ALl ooy sold st New Yook prices,

H C. MILLER,

Manufacturerof
BAKING POWDER,

SPICE. EXTRACTS, PRESERVES, JELLIES,
EIC.,
QUINCY, ILLINOIS,

Ask your Johher for my gosds,  Tley will make
money for You atd please your castomers,

L C. WILLIAMSON,
DRASS FOUNDER,
Mopet. Maker axp Macmye Reramer,

Third and Maln Streets,
OUINCY, - . - ILLINOI®,

All work guarantecd éxtisfactory orno pay. Cash
pald for old copper, Lrass, zine and lead,

H (. NICHOLS.
LLAW AND REAL ESTATE,

g0 Madn Htreet,

QUINCY. - - ILLINOIS.
S‘.\ll'l']], HILL & CO.. .
b

Manufacturers of

IRON HOUSE FRONTS,

and—
At Kinps oF Gray Iron CasTinus,
Quincy, Hliinois.

Corper Fifth and Ohlo streets,

J H. MICHELMANN,
— Maunufacturer of all Kinos ot

STEAM BOILER

Cosl 0}, Lard and Water Tanks,
Coolers, Kettles, Ete.,
Also all kKinds of Iron Work, Bmoke Stucks and
Nritehings, Spedal attentlon glves to ail Kimls of
repateing. Orders by mall or telegraph promptly
atiended to. Second handBollers atways on hand
C orner Spring aud Sec Strects 5
QUINCY ILLINOIS,

Established 1563,

EIIEII & WALTERS,

W holesaie and TNetall Dealers in
GARDEN, FIELD & FLOWER,
SEEDS,

Apents for Calro and llichm:;r.l;‘?u Boxoes, &M

cdampshiire strect, NOY. 1L,
Bend for deseriptive eatalogne.

HUUSE FURNISHING,
1 ean furnish—

tPanvon, Sitmise Roow, Bep Rooy,
and Kitohen ¢ ) with Furnitere, C 1,
Btoves, Quoenswary and every article nudmm
ecclinr 1o Garret, The only hotise of the kind lever
n Q_ulney. 1 ean save you wovey and tme and
youloan sult your outfits to your purse. B
prices on complete outfits, - L
412, Mato street, Quiney, Til.

THE GEM CITY FILE WORKS,

A. C. BICKHAUS,

Manufacturer and Goater tuall kinds of hand and
wachioe cut

FILES AND EASPS,

O1d Files and re-cutl, anvils gronnd grinding
dupe to order aull a1l work warranted.
Factory, 118, Broadway, Quiney, 1L

DIL G. W. THOMPSON,
DENTIST,

Quixey, Iuw,

OFFICE =21 Nonh Fifth Streel, Over Parkhurst's
Hlore.

H:\lt VEY CHATTEN,

ARCHITECT,

Quixcy, ILL.

d speclficat ons farnished for all classes
of ‘rl::l‘:md pmmllm; attended te and astisfacton
p -t pand Melted

DIL it. WOODS,
OCULIST.
1 north Fifth Street,

Quincy, Ils.
Iﬂm. fto! m.,208p.m.

P_G. CLAYBERG, M. D,
QUINCY, ILLINOIS,

OrFice HOURS— 10104, mi., 110 43nd 7 L0 9 p. m.
Uffice {21 North Pifth street and jresidence =
Nourts Fifth siteet :

| figure in my story.

(Writien for the Graphic,)

ﬂrunkarg's'Hnma;

Lena Grayson’s Triumph.

BY AZILE E. CROSBY.

CHAPTER L
LILLIAN AND LIONEL.
On a sunny slope stood a quaint
but beautiful home. Years of sun-
shine and shadow have passed away
since then, but memory steals buck to
that home where lived one wio shall

faces of the two standing at the gate.
- “Lionel,” she said, looking earnest-
ly into his manly face, “saythatit is
false, that you are not drinking. I
could hardly believe itif I should hear
it from  your own lips—nay, I could
not !

Lionel Grayson gazed into the trust-
ing, blue eyes that looked pleadingly
into his while 2 flush suffused his hand--
some face,

“Yes Lillian, I was with ‘the boys,
but I took only one drink. Believe me
dear, Why should you feel so terrible
overmy taking a drink? Lillian,
shall not be a drunkard. Why I de-
test drunkenness asmuch as any

one !

“Yes, Lionel, but mother told me”—
and she hesitated.

* Go on Lillian, what did she say?
but let me tell you first, your mother
says tomuch to you about my dnnk-
ing ; as if I could not take a drink now
and then, without becoming a drunx-
ard.”

“True, Lionel, but my mother has
had asad experience. She told me
last night. much as she hated to res-
urrect the past, that she has been
married once before; that papa Haskeil
15 not my own father. I never knew it
till now. 'Tis a long, sad story. I
could not tell it all. How he drank
till he went to ruin and finally to his
grave. She told of the long nights of
waiting and watching by the lonely
hearthstone. Imust say it has cast
a shadow over me that I can scarcely
shake off. Poor mother.” And she
tummed away to hide the gathering
tears.

Lionel smoothed his hand over the
golden hair and kissed away the tear
drops, saying, *fear not, my Lilly, our
morning sun has the gilding of brighter
hills. My father has takén me in as
partner in his mercantile business.
We have a good trade, so put away
your fears, I assure you, they are only
phan*oms. Our home is nearly com-
pleted. In a few more weeks it will be
our home,—your home and mine.”

A few more words passed between
the two, that were for their ears alone;
when Lionel said. “Now for the good
night kiss,”" little puss, for I must go.
Ned Crenshaw will be waiting for e as
we are going to the club, together, to-
night.”

“You will not tasle even wine to-
night; will you, Lionel? Oh say you
will not!"

The sadness has passed from that
tair young face, and only a sunny smile
played over it now. Lionel folded his
strong arms around her and with up
turned eyes thanked God for the pure

young life so soon to be entrusted to his
love and care. So they parted while
the evening shadows fell noiselessly
around them.

Lillian stood at the gate watching
his receding form till it was lost in the
gloaming. Then the gathenng dark-
ness made her shudder. Could it be
a foreshadowing of the coming years?
But she loved Lionel Grayson from the
depths of her pure, young heart, and
love drove away the shadows.

She walked into the house where her
mother sat looking very thoughtful.
Twining her arms lovingly arouhd her
neck, kissing cheek and brew, she said
“Fear not mother, Lionel only took
one drink, so he told me, and you
need not care for that” The mother
heaved a deep sigh and thought of one
who had filled a drunkard’s grave, who
had begun with only one drink.

Lillian is trusting and loving in her
nature; tenderly and lovingly the
mother had kept watch over the beau-

spring time of her own life!

look of her mother’'s face. Reaching

your thoughts, mother!”
worry over things when they grow old,

i,

tiful, and sunny child entrusted to her
love and care, How she had led her
life, and would shield and protect her
from the blighting withering frosts that
nipped the buds of promise in the early

Lillian looked up from her reading
anc¢ caught the far-away thoughtful

out her hands, she said, “a penny for
“Nay, child,
I would not burden yor:” *“‘Do people

mother? Oh, it is sad to grow old—

surely itmust be! So far [ have never
taken a thought for the morrow, No
trouble ever came to mebut your sad
story of my father. And I am so

py that I hardly think I feel as I ought
about that. Papa has been so kind to
me always; 1 could not love an own
father better, so it seems to me.”

“Yes Lillian your lotso far has fallen
in sunny places”

John Haskell came in through the
hall just then humming a familiar air
as he hung up his hat, Hisis a gen-
ial face, one that brings sunshine, as he
steps across the threshold of his home
His face is aglow with manly pnde as
he looks from one to the other of his
household treasures that welcome his
home coming. Cdmfort and luxury
smile on him, in his elegant, beautiful

e fl,-, ;s
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that truth compells to depict.
CHAPTERII.
FORESHAD OWINGS.

Follow me, reader. This the early
springtime—a  bright May mormning.
Stay bits of clouds hang away in the
azure blue. People come and go along
the well kept streets of thecity. Some
leisurely as if to gather the warm sun-
shine that lies lovingly over all the
earth. Tis a still Sabbath morning:
The bells chime the hour for moming
service. Many eyesturn up the street
to watch the elegant carriages as they
move on toward an elegant chuich.
Itis a wedding party, and the carriages
are fillea with beauty and 1ashion. The
bridal party enters the church, walk
down the soft carpeted aisles, and
stand before the “man of God.

*Tis Lillian Carlile, known as Lillian
Haskell, and Lionel Grayson who
solemnly promise to love and cherish
each the other while life should last.
The service over Lionel takes his
bride, to their beautiful home: as he
shows her the elegance and grandeur
of their future home, his heart swells
with manly pride, and, as he looks in-
to the happy face beside him, 1t looks
its own joy and expresses more than
waords can tell.

Lillian my wife, *‘he said, looking
into the blue eyes uplifted to his, sure-
your mother has cast her fears to the
wind ere this.”

“Lionel, do not let a mother’s anxiety
mar the gladness of this, our wedding
day. ~Poor mother! she sighed look-
ing away 1o hide the emotion caused
by thinking of the dear mother whose
lite had been so overshadowed by her
early sorrow.

We leave them in their new home
surrounded with comfort and luxury,
happy in each other’s love and cenfi-
dence, strong in the faith of manhood
and womanhood to battle with the new
life before thems.

Two years and a half have glided
swiftly by and are folded away in the
eternity of the past. Clouds have not
gathered and life has seemed one
bright sunny day to Lallian and Lionel
Grayson.

Tis on October day with its Indian
summer haze hanging lovingly in the
distance. The autumn flowers of yel-
low and gold, purple and gray still
lingering along the hedge rows nodding
their graceful heads in farewell to sum-
mer.

On this beautiful evening in the
Grayson house, people walked on tiptoe
and talked in whispered words, while
the red sun was sinking slowly out of
sight. But the pight of peril passed
away and in the dawning of ‘the new
day a higher, holier love is borne
in Lilhan and Lionel’s hearts and souls
for their beautiful babe. Sacredly dear
is the wife and mother now. Brightly
glows the mother love on the white
face as she looks fiom the father to
the babe clasped close to her heart as
the crowning flower of mortal life.

The months glide swiftly on in the
home ofthe Graysons. Lillian’s mother
has long ago lost her fears. Lionel is
the soul of honor, is rich and pros-
perous. To enter her daughter’s home
seems an earthly paradise where peace
and love reign. Lillian is the same
sunny child and Lionel the father and
lover in one. Together they hang
over the cradle watching the
unfolding of the beautiful Lena their
first born

‘“Lionel,” she said as he came in
one evening, while the twilight still
lingered lovingly around their home,
and the evening shadows crept slowly
in. *I am so glad you have come
for somehow I am lopely to-night.”

“Why, yes little wife,” he said, going
over by the window where she sat hold-
ing Lena and watching the light tading
away.

Kissing motherand child, and sitting
close beside her he saxd ““what can it
be Lillian that makes you lonely. Tell
me that I may vanquish the foe; for I
would not that sorrow should find an
abiding place in our home.”

“Oh! I must tell you,” she said a
CGipsy woman came here begging. 1
gave her something to eat and some
clothing. She played with Lena and
kept watching her so. Then she look-
ed away and tears came in her dark
eyes, and she said, “Such a thorny
way! Oh, the long weary waiting and
watching!” and she would tell nothing
more, Then Ithought ofthe Gypsies

ly say the “God bless you ma’am” for
the things I gave her. And 1 have hug-

while 2 troubled, anxious look crept
into her own face.

don’t seem weéll and I was thinking if
she should die.”
faster,
fears and played with the child that
seemed quite well.
lay close by, though she managed to
keep them back while her mother
stayed. After she had gone she threw
herselt on the sofa, hiding her face in
the soft cushions.
asleep. Sne was roused by a hand

being fortune tellers and asked her to
tell me something; but she only acted
strange and said. “There is nothing for
metotell you lady”and she could hard-

., !
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afar off our baby, papaj
he said as he canght ?"'
ed around the room
child, “that someone
make her life full of s
that borrowing trouble.
mistreat papa’s bat
tossed her over his head
ing her in her mother’s]
“Lillian is tea nearly réady.
is club night” he said. "
“Oh, and must you go?"
most envious of the ¢
ch from us.” . .
and took that silk and
said you should come that far with me,
and that you should not scold me for
going to the club.” And a merry
twinkle stole into his dark eye. ‘“You
will go won’t you ?'
*Not to-night, I will stay with baby,”
she said, while she hummed a plaintive
air and rocked the child to sleep.
Lionel went away and Lillian sat in
the darkness thinking of what the wo-
man had said. 1t seemed to haunt her
still.
The next mormmng Mrs. Haskell
came in and found traces of tears in
her daughter’s face. “Whatis it Lil-
lian, what ails you child?’ she said,

il
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“(3h, ’tis nothing mother, only Lena

And the tears fell
Her mother laughed at her

But Lillian’s tears

She cried herself

bemg placed on her head. Lionel
Grayson stooped over her and said,
“Lilian, Judge Lyonsisin town. Does
your head ache? I am sorry I spoke
s0 cross this morning. Believe me, I
will never drink too much again. Only
for that, I should not have forgotten
myself. Shall I invite him to dinner or
say you are not well.”

“Oh no! do not say that. I
quite well, I assure you.”

She was only too glad to have the
sorrow pass away and to her loving
heart 1t vanished like a mist of tne
mermng. To him she had given life
and soul, and in her innocent, trusting
nature she could overlook and forgive,
and was only too glad to belive him
and excuse him too.

Judge Lyons, their cld time friend,
came to the Graysons’ to dinner and
spent a pleasant hour with his friends.
At parting he laid his hand on her
head saying, he was glad to visit a
home where love, like the beautiful
sunlight. lay over all the household.
Years have sped on. Lionel Gray-
son is prosperous inhis business; but
a shadow has fallen over his house-
hold. His litcle two year old boy, his
beautiful Romais dead. He isshaken
Yke areed in the storm’s rude blast,
for the boy was his idol. Lillian al-
most forgot her own heartache to be a
support for him, but Lena almost re-
fused to be comforted, she had loved
her brother so dearly. Only time can
wear away the sorrow that death
brings.

Grandma Haskell came often to her |
child’s home with her kindly words
and watchful care. For mother and
child were very dear to each other.
She came 'in one morning, sometime
after Roma had died and found Lillian
walking the floor in tears.

“What is it, my child, is it true
Lionel is dricking? 1 have heard 1t,
but could rot believeit.”

“Who told you, mother, such a thing
as that? 1 was putting some of baby’s
things away. I find so much to re-
mind me of him.” And she heaved a
deep sigh and wiped away the tears,
while she thought of Lionel upstairs
sleeping off a drunken stupor and this
was not the first time, but how could
she tell her mother. She hid away her
sorrow and they 1alked of other things.
And the mother went away all uncon-
scious of the aaguish goawing at her
daughter’s heart.

We need not follow Lionel Grayson,
night after night, into the many places
of temptation, into the gilded homes
where many of the acts seemed inno-
cent in themselves, where only friend-
ship and good will were manifest to-
ward him. He had pleasant, winning
waye, had been reared in affluence and
wealth and seldom chided for a fault.
He had been the beautiful boy; the
good man, but a certain force of char-
acter was lacking; and all unmindfal
of danger, Lionel Grayson was drifting
along with the tide.

The years were checkered with
mingled sunshine and shaddow to Lil-
lian. Each time He fellhe told her it
should be the last, and trusting woman
that she was, she hugged the phantom
to her loving heart and hcped on.

Other children wer¢ bom. Their
little faces lay close to ber heart for a
while, then went away, too frail to
stand the storms of life.. Mother earth
reached out her arms and lovingly re-
ceived them back to her bosom. None
save the robust, beautiful Lena were
left them. She is a strong child of
eight summers, showing rare traits of

am

ged Lena again and again to my heart

ST Thirticie thehETyeaty 0Ot ;d
sies | ~ Among the number that failed was
‘not long survive the shock of the fai-
| months before. Al too well he knew

| the old happy days would again return.
Her mother

| 3

’52 that many so well remember,
Grayson & Son. The old man did
ure’ and the loss of his wife a few

that Lionel was drinking too much,
and to that lay the greatest blame of
their downfall. .
Lionel, feeling himselt disgraced,
gathered a remnant of his

and moved west. Lillian’s mother
had died, so she left her old home of
luxury willingly, for she hoped in the
new one, to which they were going her
husband would begina new life, and

dead and her step-father
nis he Y her
x .

bad only

THE MYSTERIOUS NOTE.
I'was a harum-scarum youth, and
for a dozen years of my manhood had
no settled aim. I started out as a
clerk in a country store, then I became
a school teacher, next a clerk in a drug
store, where I.learned my chemical
mysteries ; finally, T became a law
student ; and it was my. knowledge of
chemistry—a science of which I am
passionately fond—that gave me a
startas a law student.

My shingle had been hung out m
vain for four or five months, and I had
not asingle brief to prepare. What
little money I had possessed after my
studies were completed was rapidly
melting away, and [ could not ignore
the fact if no fees should come in my
way for a couple of months I should
have to go on the street or on the
prairie, and labor for a living. It
would be no disgrace, to be sure, but
when one has spent his little all in pre-
paring himself for a professional life,
and when he has set his heart and
hopes on such a life, it is sad to have
to abandoa it. -
I was seated in my office one after-
noon, indulging in certain gloomy
thoughts on the subject, when the door
opened, and a middle-aged man in
humble garb camein, and I recogniz-
ed him at the first glance as an honest
and industrious machinist, namad Wil-
liam Campbell, a former neighbor of
my father’s, who wasnow dead. He
was flurried and nervous, and I saw,
at once, there was something wrong.
“Good morning, Mr. Campbell,”
said I. “How did you happen to find
the office of a poor young lawyer like
me "

4By accident,” he said. “I am in
trouble, and if T don't get out of it I
am ruined. All the savings of my life
will be gone unless I can find some
lawyer smart enough to defeat the ras-
cality of a certain man, and 1 was go-
ing along, intending to call on the first
lawyer I should happen to see, and it
happened to be you. As I knew vour
father well, and knew you when ycu
was a boy, 1 thought 1 could do no
better than to put this case m your
hands ; I'd at least be sure of fair treat-
ment, I thought.”

“You would besure af that at the
hands of any lawyer to whom vou
would intrust your case,” said I. “*Now
let me hear what it is, and I will see
what can be done.”

“Well, it is this: I've worked quite
hard all my hfe at my trade, and ac-
cumulated some mcney—about six
thousand dollars, in faci. I have
seven children I should like to provide
jor, and it has been my steady aim to
increase my money all I could. A
year ago, a friend of mine, who is in
the same bosiness I ai in, told me if
he could take a partner in the spring,
and if I should gu in with him, we
could make a lot of money. - 1 looked
into the matter, and found he was not
mistaken about it. Isaw I could,ina
few vears, increase my six thousand to
twenty thousand, and I told him I
would be ready to join him in the bus-
iness whenthe time came. Meantime
my money was laying in the bank,
where I ought to have left it, drawing
five and a half per cent intervst.
“Shortly after I made this arrange-
ment with my friend about the partner-
ship, a man I knew well, and had
great confidence in, came to me and
asked me to lend him the money till I
should want it at the end of the year,
and he could readily retum it by that
time, and he would give me eight per
cept. So I let him have 1t, and now it
is due and I can’t get it back.”

*Has he any propertv?”

“Yes—any amount of it ; but I have
since understood he's a slippery fellow,
but I had notknown that before.” .

“But you took his note, surely,” said
I.

“Yes, but I can’t find #t; that's what
troubles me, I called on him vester-
day and told him so, and he said he
had no recollection of berrowing any
money from me ; if I had the note he
would pay it; if I hadn't he certainly
would not.”

“And you can’t find the note ¥

._NO.T?

“What did you do with it?"

«I put it In this pocketbook where 1
kept all my important papers; but
wnen I came to Jook for it among
some other notes, and the like, I could
not findit.” -

He produced a large old-fashioned
Jeather pocketbook, as he spoke, and

1 looked through 1t and examined a lot
of receiots and notes that were packed
together in one of its pockets, thinking
that two of the papers might be stick-

 “There s no_promissory note for
is ‘the blank sheet dmdang
kere?"and 1 took up a ' of white,
meots. i i e eyt

*“1 don’tknow.” | e
#Who is the man who gave you the

“Alexander Bolton, the druggist.”

being very tricky. i
satisfied that Mr. Campbell was teling
the truth. I was as well convinced

that Alexander Bolton wasnot a man
who would be likely to forget baving

dollars, nm.i:._l:gad at the conclusion

question that puzzled me.
‘“Have you bad this pocketbock in
a secure place ever since he gave you
the note?” [ asked.
“Yes ; under lock and key, whete no
one could touch it but myselt.” -
Are you sure that it has been ever
since impossible for any one to find it
to purloin the note.
1 am perfectly sure of that. The
lock of the desk in which I have kept
it is one I inade myself. Thereis but
one key in the world that will open it,
and here it is,” he said, producing from
his pocket a bright steel key, of very
odd outlme. *“Not a single thing has
ever been disturbed in that desk.”
I mused a few moments as I again
cals;ally overhauled the papers, then
said:
*My. Campbell, I don’t mean to say
that Mr. Bolton is dishonest, but might
he not have handed you this blank
sheet of paper, and slipped the note
into his pocketbook with the money
you lent him?”
“No, that is out of the question. I
examined the note apain after [ reach-
ed home before I put'the pocketbook
away, to see that no mistake had been
made; found itall right, plain as day
in every letter and figure, and I remeni-
ber as well as though it had been yes-
terday ; I even remember noticing how
brightthe ink was; it had a reddish
tinge.”
I was in the act of handing the
pocketbook back to him, as he said
this. but a thought suddenly struck me,
and T opened it again.
“Mr. Campbell,” 1 said carelessly,
“do you remember whether the note
was filled out on a blank form or not "
«It was not ; he wrote it out in full
himself, on the top of foolscap, and cut
it off with a pair of scissors. 1 remem-
ber everpthing about ‘it very clearly,
for 1t was about all I had in the world,
and to meit was a very essential af
fair.”
I examined the strip of white paper,
for a startling 1dea had already ‘aken
shape in my mind, and I perceived that
it had been cut from the top of a {ools-
cap, evidently with a pair of scissors.
Do you know how you happened
to place the-slip: of white paper in
here 3
*No, I don’t remember placing it
there; I might have done so, thinking
it would some time be handy to figure
n.”
“Will you let me haveit "
#Certainly,” he replied, somewhat
surprised at my modest request.
“Well,” 1 said, as T laid the paper
on the table, and set the ink stand on
it, *T am going to make an effort to
recover your money for you; I shall
bring suit against Bolton at once, and
have him surmmoned td appear before
Judge——  You can, of course, swear
that you have lent him the money, and
the note he gave you is missing.”
«Yes, with a clear conscience; 1
could not be mistaken aboutit.”
“Then call on me to-morrow morn-
ing at nine a'clock.”
“I will.”
He left me, and 1 took the slip of
paper and examimned it closely.
It seemed zo be nothing buta stray
fragment of foolscap, but it occurred to
me that it might have a history. It
was here that my chemical knowledge
came into play.
I remembered that Alexander Bol-
ton was a chemist; and I also remem-
bered that an ink could be made with
aniline, sodide of ammonia and chlor-
ide of zinc, in certain proportions, which
had a fresh, reddish tinge, and that it
would fade out entirely in four days,
leaving no mark on the paper. Bolton,
no doubt, knew this secret and used it
to swindle the mechanic out of his
earnings.
The more I considered this subject
the more I became convinced that
such was the case. The note had
been written with fading ink.
Put there was another chemical
secret which probably Bolton did not
know, as I had discovered it myself by
accident. This treacherous mk, on
1ading out, leaves the zinc in invisible
atoms in the paper, so that every fine
trace may be restored by the applica-
tion of a certain solution of sulshate of
iron and hydrate of calcium. So, no
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than I hurried to a drug store where I
obtained the solution.

words the paper contained, and

character uncommon to One so young,.

ing together.

borrowed such a sum as six thousand |-

out| “lunderstood you l,hﬂit.!u

sooner had Mi. Campbell left my office

Returning to my office, 1 saturated
a piece of blotting paper with a drop
of it and applied it to a corner of the

came out. I knew not what hidden

i

vial—which was destined  to-prove a
vial of wrath to Mr. Bolton—and went
immediately and brought suit agaiost
him for the recovery of the amount of
the note, with mnterest and costs.

.. Afew days later Alexander Boiton
stood at the bar of justice to answer.in
his own behall. It seemed so easy w0
him, that he did c;ﬂcem it necessary
to employ any :

_. Mr. Campbell swore to the facts he
bad related to me concerning the loan.
Mr. Bolton answered, on oath, that he
b el et
an of the plaintiff. e
-h’eu was the r.olg! He would 1thank
anybody to produce it.

“Your honor,” said 1, addressing the
judge, *I think I can produce the note
in question.” -m

to
It has never been lost,” I said as I
took from my pocket the blank slip of
paper and passed it to him. *This is
it.”
] hope you are not trifling with the
court,” he said, as he glanced at both
sides and perceived thatit was blank.
“] am not, your honor,” said 1, as 1
proceeded at cnce to explain to him
the chemical fact 1 have already de-
scribed. '
I watched Alexander Bolton as I did
s0, and 1 noticed that he turned ven
pale. When I had concluded I took
from my pocket the vial contaming the
solution, saturated a piece of blotting
paper with it and pressed it upon the
blank slip of paper that fay upon the
judge’s desk.
A few seconds I left i1t so, then lifted
it up, confident of the resalt; and I
was not disappointed.
The blank shp of paper was sudden-
ly transformed into a promissary note.
every word, letter and figure as clear
as sunshine.
1t was a note of six thousand dollars,
with a vear’s interest just due, drawn
in favor of William' Campbell, ana tte
signature of Alexander Bolton was at
the bottom ofit.
The judge gazed with amazement,
from the note toward Alexander Dol
ton, just in time to. discover that that
tricky gentleman was skulking away
toward the door.
At the judge’s ordér he was brought
back by an oficer and informed that
he would have something more to an-
swer for than the amount of the loan,
interest and costs.
And so he had. Abashed and ter-
rified at the discovery ot his unsuccess-
tul swindle, and in hopes of propitiat-
ing the court, he at once gave his
check for the amount due Mr. Camp-
bell, and the costs.
In view of his confession, he was let
off with two years’® imprisonment, aqd
1 don’t suppose he will ever dabble in
invisible ink again.
This, my first case, attracted con-
siderable notice, and I have never
since had to lounge in my office and
yearn for clients.

The Mullgan Letters.
Will you please state in your paper
what the so oft named Mulhiganletters
of J. G. Blaineare about? By so do-

mng you will oblige a young and anx-

ious Republican.
- GEORGE JONES.
There were fourteen letters written
by Mr. Blaine to one Warren Fisher,
and were written in connection with
certain transactions of Mr. Dlaine in
regard to the Little Rock railroad.
They got into the possession of Mr.
Mulligan by.some means, and he
threatened to use them hefore a Con-
ional committee. Mr. Blaine
called upon Mulligan and demanded
the letters. Mr. Baine’s statement of
what he said to Mr. Mulligat at the
interview s to this effect: “I am per-
fectly willing you should keep that (al-
luding to one letter he had returned to
Mulligan), but here is a massof my
private  correspondence,  coveriny
many years and detailing matters that
have nothing to do-with subject of in-
vestigation, which it would probably be
embarrassing to me to have published
as any man's private correspondence
would be, and I don’t want these lat-
ters published.”— Lowisville Commer-
cial.

Why Rosecrans Falled.
Wasmivcron, June 22.—Genoral
Rosecrans failed of renominauon last
week, and the story goes that lis de-
feat was largely due to the dis-affection
of his Irish friends who are numerous
in his distnct. The day before the
convention the general visited an Irish
settlement which he had not honored
with his presence for some time before.
His reception was not cordial.

“We have not seen yez about for
quite a bit,” observed a leader in the
community icily.

“No,” replied Old Rosey in a plaas-
ant way trying to thaw the ice, “I
haven't bad the pleasure of being in
this locality before for a long time.”

“Low callity,”” repeated the Irish
leader, turning up his nose and getting
colder that ever. “And it’s that way
yez spakes of us, is it. Wall, you hear
me say. high or low, never another
vote will yezget from this cality on
any accounts,” and not a singe vote

did Old Rosey get in the convention

blank paper. The made me | fom that Jocalty.
rjunnp up, clap my hands and yell with 2.
delight, for fresh and clear the dollar 15 Ibs. for $1.

Try that sugar at Wilkes, Dlackman
& Wilkes, “Creamery Grocery” Fil-

ed it in my pocketbook, corked up the

teen pounds for one dollary

LATTHE
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